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About a thousand men passed by, and the sight of
their reddened torsos and the sound of their chant became
monotonous, for each group was in every way like its pre-
decessor. Now and again an added vigour was given to the
breast-beating when women standing in the street or gazing
from behind latticed windows would set up the twittering
funeral cry, and at the sound men would beat themselves with
renewed frenzy.

The last group disappeared down the lane, and I felt
that never in my life should I forget the " lil-hala, lil-hala "
of their wailing chant, which had sung itself into my brain. I
rose to go. My host switched on the light and said that it
would not be wise to venture into the streets until the Shias
had reached their mosque. Those kind people produced more
tea, more biscuits and sweet limes; and with the clock nearly
at midnight, I went through the now silent lanes back to my
bed.